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COLIBAN-PARK. 

By Bruni 

A PLEASANT PASTURE LAND. 

After passing through tbe beautiful and fertile district of which Kyneton is the centre, the traveller 

on the Sandhurst line ot railway ia apt to bestow but little attention on the uninteresting country 

upon which one enters as tbe train nears the hamlet of Elphinstone. A cold, sour-looking soil, and 

scrubby forest of messmate, string}'-bark, and box do not appear attractive after the fair fields and 

pleasant farm-steadings of the fertile, regions left behind. And yet, looking away to the right hand, 

glimpses may be obtained through openings in the trees of pleasant, lightly timbered hills that have 

an entirely different appearance to the country near at hand. These, however, are fitful, and are 

scarcely noticed by the ordinary traveller. This land of hill and dale is very little known, for there is 

no traffic to any place leading through it, and thus one of the loveliest spots in Victoria is almost 

unknown, though it lies close by one of the main arteries of trafiic. 

Elphinstone is so small and lonely a hamlet that one naturally wonders why it exists. A very few 

houses are scattered about, probably because there is a railway station there, and it may be said 

that the station is there because there are a few habi tations scattered about. It was one of the old 

halting-places on the highway to Fryer's Creek and liendigo in the gold-digging days, and was known, 

1 am told, as Sawpit Gully. The existence of a saw-mill in this neighbour hood may account lor the 

disappearance of all the large forest trees, for whichever way one looks there is nothing to be seen 

but 

stunted suckers that will never make trees. 

On leaving the station 1 followed for awhile the road leading to Sutton Grange. Tlie country we 

passed through was of the most indifferent description, and much of it un enclosed, a sure sign of a 

worthless soil. A couple of miles or so on the way we came to a few old-established farms, but 

though plea santer to look on than the forest they were not very attractive. The poor soil, a 

decomposed granite, had long since been worn out, and in the few cultivated fields passed by the 

way side, the labours of the agriculturist are not likely to be generously rewarded. 

The soil steadily improved as we went further to the eastward, and the country be came more 

undulating. The scrubby timber gradually disappeared, and in lien thereof we saw large trees, 

consisting of box, sheoak, and red gum, sprinkled over the swelling banks, with here and there a 

lightwood and wattle. The formation was still granite, and some of the hills we passed were crowned 

with great masses of grey granite. The grass was short and fine, but close and beautifully green. It 

was the perfection of a sheep pasture. As we went on the hills rose higher, and from the top of every 

rise we saw lovely landscapes of dale and down, on which the surface was 

as smooth as if it had been rolled, and over which was spread a glorious carpet of emerald green. 

Scattered in single specimens and in groups over this parklike land were handsome large trees, the 
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majority of them being redgums, a wood that is rapidly becoming very valuable. The road we fol 

lowed was in excellent condition for travel ling, and just as the twilight mist was 

obscuring the outlines of the landscape we i reached the homestead at Coliban-park. 

This estate, the property of Mr. W, H. Davidson, contains about 13,500 acres of un dulating couutry 

admirably adapted for grazing sheep. It was for many years owned bv the late Mr.W. Degraves, and 

about   three years ago it was purchased by the present proprietor, who has had long ex perience in 

sheep-farming both in Victoria |and in the western downs ot Queensland, 

some time ago I learned trom Mr. Davidson that the old stud flock, formed many years ago by Mr. 

W. Degraves, was still in exist 

ence, and, as I knew something of the originals of this flock, 1 naturally lelt some   curiosity to see 

what their descendants were like, and with this object I visited Coliban Park, which is situated in a 

district of which 

I had no knowledge. 

The day after my arrival at Coliban park   was a dull one, with a misty rain falling, but it cleared up 

somewhat-after mid-day, and I 

was able to take a run over the estate. Driv ing over these gently swelling banks ia a 

delightful exerience. The surface is so smooth, one never gets a jolt, and, though the watercourses 

are apt to have rugged banks, there always any number of       crossing-places. The views on every 

hand 

were of the most charming description, aud from some of the higher points of view most beautiful 

landscapes were seen. Every turn in the rolling country disclosed something new, sometlung 

attractive, to varied were 

the prospects. It seems strange that the 

very worst site on the estate for a house should be chosen for the homestead, and yet such is the 

case; As usual, when the first dwelling was erected it was placed close to water, and when a 

comfortable and sub stantial residence was afterwards erected it was put on the site of the old hut 

This pro* perty has an extensive frontage to the Coli* ban River, a small stream rushing along a 

narrow rocky bed. At one place we visited, the river, when in flood, presents a very fine appearance. 

It leaps over a rugged ledge of granite boulders to a depth of fully 30ft Near the river the granite is 

overlaid by a volcanic overflow, but the stream does not, as is usually the case, form the di viding 

line between the two formations. In many cases it cuts through the basalt country, and consequently 

Mr. Davidson has two or three patches of volcanic soil on his side of the river. Wherever we went 

the pasture was all of the same description,short, close, and fine, and so excellent was the character 

of the country that it is safe to say that every foot of surface is available for grazing. As we drove 

along hares were bounding across the sward in every direction, but rabbits were very seldom seen. 

Mr. Davidson informed me that be has very few rabbits on the property, and these he manages to 

keep down by the aid of his breechloader and a trio of " varmint" fox terriers. 

On the second day of my visit the morning was the perfection of autumn weather, and Mr. Davidson 

and I took the dogs out for a run. We visited the woolshed, a substantial stone building, and I 

learned that Mr. Davidson is an advocate for washing wool in preference to shearing in the grease. 

Doubtless he is right so far as his own flock is concerned, fur the wool is singularly light in grease, 



and with its quality and style, probably a better result is obtained by washing the fleece snow white 

than by shearing it in the grease. Wool can be turned out in first-cluss condition on this thick fine 

grass; indeed, I fancy the Coliban-park wool, for cleanliness, bright ness, and softness, will rank next 

to that trom Ercildoune and Carngham. The floods of January last carried away the old dam and 

ruined the wash pool, which was none of the best ; but Mr. ..Davidson contem plates forming 

another on the home stead creek, about a mile above the house. Our walk along the rising ground 

extended to a point whence a magni ficent view is obtained. The distance was a 

little further than I bargained for, but the re sult amply repaid me ior the trouble. From the knoll on 

which we stood a glorious panorama of hill and dale extended to the south, east, and north for fully 

40 miles to the horizon. When seen under a brigbt sun and covered with a sward of tender green 1 

know of no more charming view than this. This landscape gives one a singular feeling of loneliness, 

for in the wide range of beautiful country that is disclosed there is scarcely a human habitation to be 

seen, and only in one or two spots did I.uotice the dark squares of ploughed fields. On our way we 

started any number of hares, that gave the terriers plenty of exercise, but they were at last rendered 

supremely happy by catching a hare in her form-a thing they generally manage at least once a day. 

While rambling over the estate I saw the principal portion of the small herd of short horn cattle Mr. 

Davidson has got together. They are all pedigree animals, and are from some of tbe best known 

studs in Victoria. They appear to do well ou these fine grass pastures, and the young stock are very 

attractive, having a high-bred appearance, well-grown bodies, and sound, hardy consti tutions. The 

sire is a very handsome bull bred by the Hon. W. M'Culloch, M.L.C. The first season this bull suffered 

severely for want of the comforts he had been used to from his birth, but this season he is in very 

good health, though he will be all the better of a little hay to help him through the winter. I fancied 

the pastures would be too   

sbort for such large-framed animals as short horns, but to my surprise I found the stock all looking 

remarkably well, and some of tbe dry ones were even fit for the butcher. This   

country would be classed as good sheep-to   

the-acre land, and there is pretty nearly that number of stock on Coliban-park. Tbe surplus stock are 

never sold as stores, there being no difficulty found in sending them away fat. 

Before closing my ramble over tbe estate, I had a look at the site on the home station creek where 

Mr. Davidson proposes to erect a dam for tbe purpose of supplying the stead ing with water, and for 

spout-washing the sheep. At tbe spot selected, the creek passes through a deep gorge, falling over 

granite rocks to a depth of about 20ft. It is intended to build a solid wall of granite across this gorge, 

and allow the flood water to pass over the dam. Tbe water from this point could be laid over the 

steading and garden, and might be used for irrigating a flat of a few acres near the house. There is a 

similar site on tbe same creek a few miles lower down, but there the scene is much wilder, and tbe 

fall twice or thrice as great. I learned that foxes are beginning to make their presence known in this 

district. When examining the site   for the proposed dam a few months back, 

Mr. Davidson was lucky enough to shoot one   of the vermin, and since then a couple more have 

been poisoned. I have not heard of foxes attacking sheep, but that they kill lambs there is not the 

least doubt. In a small enclosure at the back of the stable, 1 saw a white stallion which Mr. Davidson 

bought with the place. He is an imported Percheron, and bears a closer resemblance to the horses of 

that breed I saw in France than any other 1 have yet seen in Australia, He is used with light mares, 

and produces excel lent stock. With the stud of pure sheep bred   at Coliban-park, I purpose dealing 

in another 



article. 

Close  

 

javascript:void(0)

